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nant manner, " are made to be killed by good, honest shot
You may well say poor beast'1
Poor Captain Hood was indeed out of luck. When he
wanted tigers, he couldn't find them, and now when he was
not looking for them, they passed within range, without his
being able to get a shot at them, or were strangled before
his eyes like mice in a trap.
At one in the morning, our situation, dangerous as it had
been before, became worse. The wind, which shifted about
from one point of the compass to another, continually
swept the fire across the road in front of us, so that now we
were absolutely hemmed in.
The storm, however, had much diminished in violence,
as is invariably the case when these meteors pass above a
forest, for there the trees gradually draw off, and absorb
the electric matter. But though the lightning and thunder
were now less frequent, and though the rain fell with gentler
force, yet the wind still roared with inconceivable fury.
At any cost it was absolutely necessary to hasten on,
even at the risk of ^running into an obstacle, or of dashing
over a precipice.
Banks directed our course with astonishing coolness, his
eyes glued to the glass of the howdah, his hand ever on the
regulator.
Our way now led between two hedges of fire, and these
we were forced to go through. On went Banks, resolutely